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Way we see the deer-skin
The locks, the trident.
The hand and feet
In snakeless shake
In a ravishing way
Ministering events
And moments of life.
The ire is there
The fire is there
The third eye of Love
Protect us aDL
Spying from its secret place
Holy ash and holy forehead
Holy foresight.
Let not our people
Break their hearts
But sleep a sleep
In a bed of bliss
Siva is Tide. Siva is Time
Siva reason. Siva rhyme
My mien is Siva.
The feet of mine
Carry that dear burden
In silence.
Before me floats a panel There a king offers his sword: There the eye is plucked: There the noose of Yama is cut; There a bull high up in the sky: Some one plays a flute In the woods, an elephant there: Someone with a rosary. Someone out of the tank Into a cenote of fibre Then on to the portals:
Cows splash mflk on linga;
I hear the cymbals chiming
From the hands of a boy
I hear the filling
of a vessel
with water fun of fish and fowls.
I hear the father questioning